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Then with the tears gushing from his eyes {around him, and withJove beaming oyes. lto know m{u‘f, and 1 stand before vou,
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TIE MARRIAGE VOW.

Spoak it nol tghty--"tis o holy Wing.

A boml enduring through tong dlstunt yonrs,
Whon Joy o'er thine abade is hovering,

Or when thine eyo Is wob with bitterest tenrs,
Rocarded by an angel's pen on high,

And st ha quostionsd in oternity!
Speak Itnol lightly!= though the young andl guy

Are thronging rotnd thee now with tones of mirth,
Lst pot the haly preomlso of 1o day

Pada 1ika Mia clowls that with the mora have birthi
ik ovar brlght and saered may It bo,

Sinead In Ui trodsure eall of memory.
Lifo will mot provo ats sinshine—thare will esmo

[ark hours for all—=0h, will yo, when the night
Of worrow gutlicrs thickly "round sour home,

Lo, nayo disd in times when ealns and hrlght
Sanend tho anre puih ye trod antidehd by enro,
And doomed the fuiagwg Hice W presoat, e
Eyea that now boam with heslth, moy yet geow dim,

And cheiks of rosy-huo forged tholr glow]
Tanguor and paln assall oach active Hmb,

And oy, perchanco, pomas worship'd beanty,
"Tuxx will ye gaze upon tho altorod brow?

And lovs as fonidly, falilifully, as nuw?
Should Fortans frown on yorr dofun celess head,

Bhould storms o'ertake yonr bark on 11fe's Jark son,
Plares temposts rond tho sl so gally sprond,

Whon linpe hor agrith steain sang Joyoualy,

Will ye look np, thoagh tlauds your sky o'ereast,
And say, voserien wo will bitle the blast?
Age, with ily silv'ry loeks comas staaling on,

And brings the tottering step, the farmw'd chank,
Tha oyo from which éach Tusteaas gloam hath gone,

And the pato lip, with aceonts lawiand woak,

Wil yo vusw barn upon your Lifu's guy primo,
And smillng, bld Love tgumph ever e,
Spank funot 1ightly! ol byware, bowarc!

*Plsnn valn promive; no unmosning word]
Is! yo mon nud angels 1st the fulth yo awoar,

Atidd by the High sod Holy one "tls hoard,

Ob than kneol humbly st His altar now,
And pray for steongth o kdep the marrago vow!

ELIZABETH BELL

A Thanksgiving Story.
BY MAT MEADOWS,

Ina valley, among the mountains of
YVermont, the lights of the little village of
Ne—=twinkled brightly in the clear at-
mosphere. The moon, just ris:m,was filling
tho valley with glory. The chureh .«'pin.-sl
glistened like burnished silver, wlhils the
roofs of the dwellings, the trees, the walls
and fonces, with their burden of snow,
shone like crystal. :

{t was the night preceding the annual
fustival, when each ono turns from his de-
Vions way, to ro-unite once more in a.!u\'a
fonst, beneath the paternal roof. The jing-
lingof sleigh-bells and the tread of horso's
feet on the crusty smow, were pleasant
sounds, but pleasanter still the erackling
of blazing logs, that gluumud through the
opening doors, and the cheerful laugh, the
morey greeting, as one after another the
vauant sents wero filled,baside esch hearth-
stone,

The fumily of Dudley Carloton wers
gatherod avound tho five, thoughtful and
silent. The venerable old man, with a
hoad white as the baautiful frost-work that

jotured  window-panes, leaned back in
Eis arm chair, and seemed watching the
lotig, flickering shadows, dancing on tho
wall.  Near him gathis wife—his. wife of
almost fifty years; hor once black hair, now
thickly sprinkled with silver, lay smoothly
beneath wsnowy eap, whilo her gentlo eyes
restod on a rosy cheek—rosy with health
and the warnith of the bright blaze, whosa
follow nestlod among the soft folds of her
tlress.

The room wis still save the musicdl click
of the knittlng deedles, which her fngers
‘busily plicd—the low brenthing of the
child, and the snapping and simmering of
the fragrant and wictioits wood. . On the
opposite side, Elizabeth Bell, ai orphan
but loved as a daughter, was solting the
nst stidhes in 4 frock of bright colars, for
the little dreamer on his graudmother's
kiico. Ever and anon Elizabeth lifted her
oyes to the old man’s face, and sgain they
drooped and foll sadly. Borrow was thero
w—not tha wild, tumultuous sorrow tho
maournby fesls, when the first clod of earth
is caston the bosom of his  best beloved,
but a settled, silent sorrow, which time
eannot plleviate—eriof, not for  the dend,
but the living, - Tho cords of their hearts
fére too tightly strung for words—tley
iﬂhtbrc;tk in tears.

T'he old man's eyos reated on the clock,

ns it strick the honr of  family worship,

And then turned (owards Elizaboth, Lay-

ing aside her work, she drew the Bible to- |
wards her and opened to a faded ribbon,

thich had marked thelr daily reading for
many years, whilo the agad woman folded

Away hor polishad neadles and aroused the

#lecping, c!i'lild by & gentle kiss. Then the

g'iten‘;n voI:co nl'f liz;bol.l; cou;marwnt! read-

in thirty-fourt m. It grow tremu-

loEl lhllnh{ the olosep,mand as E'g finished

she eighteenth nnd nineteanth verses—

“The Lord isnigh unto them that are of
a bioken heart; and savoth such as ba of a
contrite spirit.

‘Many are the afilictions of therighteons;
but the Lord delivereth him, out of them
all,”” and failed here entirely. The old
wan,, with alosed ayes, continted— I

*‘Ho keapeth nil his bonos; not one of |
»thom is broken.”: For s moment lie hesita-
-mn repeatad in a low voice, but un-

a— .
= WEll sKall #lay tho wicked, aud the
that hate the righteous -hllhdmhb."{

he exclnimed with fervor.

“The Lord redeemeth the soul of his sor-
vants; and none of them that trust in him
shall be desolate.’

“Efizabeth,’ said he, ‘you may salect the

|delay of n momenther cournge would fuil
wor.  Mow had sle yearned for yenrs to
Ei\’e niterance at the family altnr o this

enutiful parable.  And should she now,

could not resist, she road with a clear tone,
but softand low asa harp, the parable of
the ‘Prodigal Sun’ As she proceoded
she pormitted the dark eurls 1o fall lower
and lower, for her eyes were swimmingin
teara. She ceased, the losry man drop-
Pcd on lis trembling knees, and with nn
rnpassioned forvor which secmed to lift
him to the very gates of heaven, hie poured
out his soul unto God.

For the *Prodigal Son," he prayed, the
son ‘lost,’ and wrostled, like Jacoh, for a
blessing. Low sobs and sighs escaped
from heaving bosoms, and little Willie—
name-sake of the Jost one—lis own, sweet
eyes dewy with sympathetic tears, kissed
nway the dropa. that fell on his grandmeoth-
et's hand. They rose renewed by strength
from above,nnd ns Elizabeth turned to leavo
the aged pair, Mr. Carleton placed his
hands on her head, calling her *My daugh-
ter,” and blessed her.

No sleep onme to the eyes of Elizabeth
Bell,as memory [nrnughl tho pictures of her
life before her.  Some bathed in sunlight,
with the dew of hope and happiness spark-
ling on every lower, the heavens without
s eloud, the earth without a  thorn,—oth-
ars, witha darkening sky, but decked with
golden spots,—ind others, alas!  with
clouds, durk, O, how dark, without & tinge
to show the sun belind, 8he sees horself
u lone orphian, clasped in the arms of her
father's friend and takeu homa to his heart
snd hoarth, William Carleton stands be-
fore her, in all Lis boyish beauty, affection-
ate, gencrous and noble, striving, without
o sellish  thought, for months, yes, even
years, to win her from her grief and lonuli-
ness.  ‘ls ilistrange," she nsks horself, *1
loved, ayo, almost worshipped him?’

I'he pieture moves —it cI:nnges. She is
a womnn with a woman’s hopes and fears,
e, treading with rapid steps, the ronl to
fame,  8She izthestar that beams on  his
path, and in mntual love they look down
the long vista of life without a fear.

Again it changes—O that she conld
close her eyes, weary with weeping on tho
snd reality.  That eye, so full of benuly,
burns with a fire which love nor ambilion
oan never inspire,—that cheek is  sulfused
with a flush which an unsullied soul never
brings, and all the holy, pure and God-like

slouzh of inebricty; the elonl deepons—
the tempost descends, whitaning the raven
locks of Lither nnd mother, and he forsnkes
them and her, n miscrable besotted wretch,

Hopo has faded out from her yonng life,
leaving it dark and dreary, and she longed
for death—the grim monster seemed to her
an angel of mercy. T'hen the sad fincos of
the agal baings who, so  meekly and. un-
complnining.lore the cross, looked re-
progchfully on lier, and she prayed God to
forgivethe wish of herheart, to die.

T'he thought of the duties to be done,
fell liken bﬁ-ming, goothing her to sleep.
Still the pictures moved before her, but
the cluihlls grew thin, and now and then a
steay sunbeam sould pierce the blackness;
when suddenly, n scene of wondrous benn-
ty burston her vision. William Carloton
was beforo berin insullied manhood,==a
garland of pure white flowers encireled his
brow, which shone in tha brighlnﬂsa of a
star, that burned in glory above him, At
his feet flowed a erystal stream, and ' at his
right hand an angel radient with  loveli-
ness, stood with an open seroll, on which
was written in letters of gold, *Thowgh
your sins be as scarlel, they shall be as white
as stow; though they be red like crimson, they
shall be as woul.
Bhe nwoke and the sun was shining
brightly in at the window. Withn cheer-
ful seal she went abouther hospitable du-
ties 50 necessary to the comfort and full
enjoymont of friends, and  as the hiour of
the feast approached, sons and daughters,
with their merry troup of children, gath-
ered round the welcome hearth.  Little

illio the youngest lamb of theflock,elun
to his mother's knee from whom he ha
been separnted o few weeks, with pertina-
cious devotion, still casting affectionate
glances at bis grandmother, as if (o assuto
her of his unwaning love.

The family circle was nobroken, save
ono link. As they gnthered around the fes-
tive board, the ono vacant sonl scenied a
mockery of hope. 8ix times, in six long,
weary, weary years had it stood there, and
still it was empty. They Sload reverently,
while the venerable patrinroh’ besought a
blessing—the little ones, with folded Linnds,
vainly striving, with fast winking eyes, to
shut from their gaze grandmothor's tempt-
ing viands. For the **Prodigal Son,” a-
gain ho prayod, the son ‘lust,’ *lost,’ while
the tears rained down his wrinkled cheeks,
when a low, musical voica was heard,
sweeter than any earthly music to the oars
of Eliznbeth Bell—* Fatker £ have sinned a-
gainst Leavon, and in thy sight, and am no
maore oorthy to ba called thy ¥on,’ and Wil
liam Carleton appearéd to their wondering
gaze, his eyes fastened on the facoof Eliza-
beth, which changed like a summer cloud.
He stood bofore them, a man, with the im-
press of a high and nobls soul on his broad,
whita brow.

Tho old man seemed paralyzed for # mo-
menl, then opening his arms, which trom-
bled lika an aspin, he clasped his son to his
aged breast. Manly tears of penitenco
mingled witli that mother's tagr of joy, as
she Kissed ngnin and agaiti tho brow of her

{know all; butean you, ean  you listen to

attributes are sinking deep, deepin the |

approached her, yot searcely knowing how
waddress her. A erimsoned fush burned
in either cheek, ns she stepped forward si- |
{lently and extended her hand.  8he could

| not spenk, words found no  utlerance.

‘“H
The viands, so earefully peepared, %ero
scarcely tasted save by the juvenile por-
tion, who did them ample justice, t'n.-olingj

| Elizaboth happy? She knew not that be
fenme with @ pure heart, but that glorious
vision scemed (o her n reality, and  when
she thought hersell unnoticed, sho stole a-
'way to her roem and thanked God with joy
unutterable for the groat blessing,

Ewillly, too swiltly, the hours sped, yet
it wus Iate whon they separated, andas the
hearty “good night" was tepented, each
ono felt the influence of the prayer of
praise, and thanksgiving had fallen like sho
dew of peace on their hearts,

Elizabeth was alone by the desortad
hearth, alone with the communion of ber
owu spirit, She could hear naught but the
ilicking of the clock and the beating of her
{heart, beating now that sho was alona and
{unsoen, wildly, as if oager tomark the
{moments that were bringing the consuma-
{tion of her destiny. For hours, she  sal,
absorbed in decp meditation, by the dying
.i‘.‘l‘llh\.‘l"i,furglrlﬁlr‘]fS]-'l'p,ﬁlrg'-!fu] ofovory-
| thing but bim who Lad appenred before her,
like one from the dead.She had seemed Lo live
alifa-time in the lust, few short hours. The
past, that chequred past, was it n delusive
dieam? the prosent, the dawn of a new ex.
biskrur---'.’ and for a weal or woe?
ot tell; but O, that vision was still befora |
her, with the waters of peace gently How-
ing at his fect. Shie ruised her eyes, as a
littlo noise startled her, nnd mot the earn-
est pazo of William. She s!mmg to her
feet, ns ho advanced towards her saying—

‘Can 1 sleep, while yos are "neath the
same roof, not knuwing the relation I am
to sustain to you, Elizabeth, dear Kliza-
bethl” . "

Ho ex'ended his arms, as if lo recievo
her to his bosom, but sho retreated from
him, and her fice becamo pale as a lily
as sho replied—

‘William, William, O, tempt me not,.—
Shall T again unseal that fountain, which
has drowned my very soul l'or‘fnnrs. with-
out knowing for whom I bid tho walers
flow?’

He bowed his head fora few moments,
and when he raised his eyesto hers, sho
saw they were moistened with tears.

‘Forgive me, Elizaheth,” ha snid, ‘I am
unjust to you, to myself, even. You shall

therecital, and nothate and despise the one
who has wantonly wasted the affeetions of
your chaste heart—despoiled you of hap-

pinegs, your rightful dower—the dower of
youthful purity? Be it so, il itmust. 1
will not murmur, it is well deserved. Did
you think the miserable being, who lofi
you six yearsago, could full any lower—
coull bécoms more abject? Elizabeth,’
and his voiee was choked with emaotion,
‘the watch-house, the jail and the felon's
cell have all held mo tenant. No wonder
youshudder; but, God be praised, the hul{
influence of your pure spirit, though weak
and almost lost in the mists of sin, presery-
e me from those haunts of vice,from which
the confirmed inebriate rarcly escapes, and
which extinguishes frum his bosom the
Inst humanizing spark, I was fallen, God
knows how low, but not wholly lost.

“I was most miserable; awnking, after
tights of ¥iot and debauch, (o the most tor-
menting remorse, the most stinging agony.
Then again would I fly to the accursod
bowl, to find rellef,till my physical as woll
as mornl encrgies were comrletuly’ wreck-
ed.  Then I longed for death, though the
darkness beyond was unutierablo. I ha-
bitunted myself to the contemplation of
self-destruction, that it might loso its ter-
rors; but nature ever plead forlife a litile
longer.

“One night T woke from a terrible dredm
in which the sorrow-stricken faces of thase
[ had deserted, appeared to reproach and
mock me. In nmomont of desperation, I
sprung from my wretehed bed,and songht
an instrument of death. Unconscious of
what I did, I opened a littly eabinet,which
with a atrange incongruity of feeling [ had
faithifully preserved amid all the misernblo
concomitants of a wretehed life, but which
[ had ever carefully avoided opening, and

Incod'my hand on the velvet covers of the
F!ibla that you Elizabeth, gave me, yoars,
ago. O God! had a stroke of lightning

not huve beon gredted, and I full on my
knees in wrribﬁ gony; yet the wish for
desth wne gong,  How long I remained so
Lknow not, butjt scemed an age. I roso
up with calmuess not known for genn, ro- |
lit my lamp, and seating myself, opaned
the précious book.

‘0, had you that moment appenred be-
foremein uI{ your maiden beauty,beliove mo
wy feelings could be no more intense, than
at tho sight of a soft, silken ourl, from
your own fuig brow, Elizabetly, which fell
into my hand. The waters of affection,
stagnated so long, wera stirred, and my eyes
overflowed with toars. Then the yonrs of |
my existence passed in review boforo me,
and for the first time, I renlised my utter
worthlessness. Not one singlo spot of
illumination could I see, l:ﬁ. all was
avil, .
The thought rushed upon me with over-
whelming fevco, *Is there yet any hope
for me?" and a voieo. seemed to rise from
the sncred page before me,—*Cast atcay
all your Iransgressians swheroby you have
transgressed; ond make yoi & new héurt
and a new spirit, for uhy;m'll you dief'—=
A desire for a better lifs was buming
in my heart and morning found me varn-
usily searching the hioly book foraid. Days &

Koungest born,  Congratulations were
vaped upon him by brothers and sisters,

beth stood apart, palg and sheinking, unob-
sarved by all save the ﬂ‘h'rlu-lu'mf father,

in words and accents of  love, while Eliza- |

months passed and God gave me the vie-
tory. . No one, butho. who has had like
experience, can imagine the horrible suf-
forings the denial of a drankard's craving

b —_—— -

i

sueing forgiveness,  Elimbeth 1 have told

you all—my destiny is in your hands.'
Ha was silent.  Sho lifted her bowed

head, and hee oyes wern filled with tears,

loves had been lile salvation,
When  Elizabeth knolt with her hus-

| on the siti-anns { thei at la ] el J band in after yoars al the aiter of worship
on Lthe sixi annivessary o l?t‘ll‘ great sor- | themselves pri\-i eged 1o obtain nn extra [of their own eseelion the beautiful truths emonts aro i < zdh : e
row. ~Asil impelled by a voice within,she | share on 5o important an  oceasion. Wi s /and  promises, which had supportad l'ﬂ.'l"lm'ru, nllrdu;"s{::‘i;tu:‘nl:.i"i;amumtﬂ};r::u::

| Our Worlde—What Composes It.
Owing to the indefatiguble investigntions |
-_-I' the analytical chemists, and to their zoal l
{inthe cause of seionoe, there is scarcely n |
subitance in the werld that has not passed

: A |but s smile of inelfable sweotness played | throueh the ondenl ¢ Er .
parablo to night. She ~quickly terned to | shade flitted over his face, but he gondy [around her lips, as she alvanced towirds | oo n:in,-:..l ordeal O - heic coaeiitonand
the fifteeuth clinpter of Luke, a5 if inthe {taised her hand (o his lips, and taurned a- him. One moment and William Curdeton
clasped Lo his bosom the pure being whose |

From them we learn that oar |
world s made up of bat comparstively fow !
substances, so few, indecd, that we are |
[ Struck with' all wonder and aAsiohigement, |
[ when we consider the innumorable variety |
{of fosm and eharacter iufo whish thoseol- |

while stémming the sunging billows Gf;:iun, the plants, the animals; we have the |
affliction, grew doubly pricipus now that |roiks, the wirth, the ie, and warer, in their _

she could say, “He leadeth 'we Lesitls the
slill waters.'

Huxay axp s Haw Dovar.—Henry
was the son of an industribus in
v He was prompt and active at play
when he eould get rearention,

One day, when ho was about thirtesn,
he wasatamill in his father's meighbor-
hood, and an old man, who lives a fow
iles up the river, camo to get a small
quantity on eredit. The old man said his
aged wifo was sick, nnd wanted s litéls flour
to make her something she could eat; bue
had no money (o }my for it, and was ob-
liged to ask eredit for & few waeks.

The miller positively refused to lot him

{have the flour, and tho poor man, dispirit-

el and sad, turned toward his home. Mo
knew not wha! o do—dislkad to g 1o his
neighborsand beg for bread; and he feared
il he askod for credit he might meet with
tho samo ropudse the miller had given him,

Young Henry heard all that passed be
tween the miller and the ol mau; and he

cudless variety; and yot 1Lo substances of |
which they mre composed do not excond |
sixty.  On closer examinmlivn our wonder |
ineryases, as welearn that of these olements
l no less than forty -%ix are metals, in the or-

dinary sense of the word; five are us
budlz like the nir—-?rhich, iml«.«fa?un-
sists of two gasos out of these five; und te
remaindar argsubstances of an intermedi-
nle character, of which sulphur and char-
coal are the types. Therefore everthing
that wo can soe or touch pertaining Lo onr
Iwur]d 14 com of oue, two, ar more of
these slements,  We know of no one sab-
slance that coptaing  more than six of these |
elamonts; and in & gencral way there Ao
rarely more thantwo or threo blended to- |
gether o produce one  reault.

i'ri-'.l.l‘i aco  Lhe types of tha portions of the
[ world to wlieh they belong, Though one |
stone differs. from aouther stone, and oue
wopd from another wootl, and one flosh |

She eould |saw him leave the mill for his home, with- | from another fesh, yot their compositivn is

RS4RI Twe w ETT g G - - - T

| UUMBLE LIFE.

Tell ma not thst he's n poor man,
That lie dress be cosram and burs,
Tell e et bin dsily plitascs
T w warkmas's wauty thee;
Toll wam nat bis Linth s hambls,
That e paroutags 1s lnw;
Fe b= hrmest b Bl e ot bovpen?
Thoms Lol § ek b ks

b= biim wand v Ga rellod ap?
Hax bla charsctor a0 Llama
Thoo | cnre aot M ha's liw borm—
Theu | esre nol wirinee s name;
Wil by frotn ee wijbel gelon
Turn away with peornfal vyt
Wanld be, fhan defrand snother,
Hagnor oan sealold dle7

Would b spzad his banl-glansd caratuge
Ou m Brothsr i Alstreng
Would ho sudcor the aflliotod,
Andd the weak onc's wreng rodres?
Then be Loz man damreing
M my love sud wy grocm,
Aad | owre not wisid hid bk e
s s #30 of man may secm

Lok 3 bo nlow Hudgchiod hovol
Lot it bo o clay bulll cot—

Lot it be & parish work badss—
In wy syes It mattors aol:

Aud if odhors will dlenwn b,
A inferlor Lo tholr easbe,

Lot them Ju —1 hefrinnd Mes,
An s brodhar, 1o the lasl.

Viees of ﬁwul’lug-na.l. tllm-nmn .!
Tha habit of gpossiping, isa habit that de- |
grades alike the intellect & the heart. The

whom it passes in veview. A very liule
observation will sorve to show any ony
that evory body sees his neighbots® faults,
while very fow open tieir eves upon their
ownjand that not unfrequently a pérson

out flour to maks even a enke for Lis sick isimilar and of nearly the tame element. It | éondemns withthe utmost  vehemence in

wife. He saw lis sorrowful Gice snd tear-
ful uye, and the boy's heart” was tonched.
As soon ns theold man was gone, Henry
went to the miller, and begged him to send
the old man some flour; but he would not.
“Then, said the generons hetirted  boy,
*here is hall a dollar—it is the only money
I have in tho world—give me its worth in
flour, and 1 will give it to that poor man's
wife.!

Tho miller measured op the flour, and
Henry took it on his shoulder, and away
he went. e got tired and sat down and
rested, and  then he arose and pushed on,
panting and tugging along with his load.
At last he reached the poor man's cabin
upon the bank of the mill ereek, just as the
old man got home and told his tals to lis
gick wilo, He was sitting in the cornor
in greal dejection of spirits; but sho, with
humble confidence in  God, had just said,
‘The Lord will provide." She did not
murmur or complain, but told her husband
to be of good courage, and not despond.—
Just at that moment Henry entered with
his bag of flour and gave it to the old man.
The sick woman blesséd Lim and prayed
for him; the old man was too fall to say a
word, but shed tears of gratitude on the ro-
ception of the unexpected favgr from the
ands of his young benefietor,

Henry grew up to be s man.  The Lord
prospered him in business, He beeame
wealthy, but he never furgot the poor.—
He was always liberal in' 1ils donations for
benevolent purﬂmms;bul 1 have often heard
him say, that the bag of flour which he
gave to the poor sick woman when a boy,
rurclmsell with the only piece of monoy he
!l in the woild, afforded him more real
pleasure than any netof hislife. This was
a noble, gencrous deed. It argued well
for tho man, and he turned out to be all
that such an act, atso early an age, indi-
cated that he would bo. 1o was unselfish,
kind-hearted, and [ull of charitablo deeds,

Bystem and Gr-l?r.ﬁ
Tho life of Dr. Noah Webster nffords o

striking illustration of the value of system.

When g young man he eonceived the idea

of producing o new dicliunal"r of the En-
glish language.

Having dolermined to
make this the great business of his life, ho

sat about preparing himsell for it, by an
extensivo cowrse of study. Year after year

he laborod on in patient obseurily, explor-

ing the fields of litorature and seience, and
gathering and arranging the materials for

his great work. Everything he read or
studiod or aceomplished, Ilmrnbﬁnring on

the zteat abjeat of his life, and this was the |

grand secrotof his suceess.  ““Melhod,™
says his biographer, was the presiding
principlo of his life,"”’

The love of order and system often man-
ifests itselfatan early ago, and is a praise-
worthy and envinble habit even at that po-
riod of life. The boy who studies and
works by mothod, will accomplish much

has to do, and he does it.  He does not
bogin twenty ~differon: things, and leave
them all unfinished. “One thing at a time,
and atime for everything,' is This mottor,

{er, who was an eyo-witress of thal aw!'uTl
blnsted meat that moment,the shock would { more, by the sama means, than another boy | wreck of humanity. A brikeman, by the

| of simila eapacity, who aots on tho “hel- | name of John Martin, wis foreibly driven |
tor-skeltor'” priceiple:  He knows what he |in from his post atthe tinid of this concus-

Ili.-s tha mature, quality, and property of +
| these several eloments that ocoustitute. the |
| study of chemisirg—not medicine, for that .
{is but a mere branch of chemistiy—ihe |
{ composition of all things. By analogy,
| the analytical chemist can stato  with cer-
[tainty tho principal gualitics and eompo-
[sition of everything placed in his hands,
what use o make of it, and how itisto ba
applied fot the weltare and benefit of his
fellowmnan.— Court Journal.

Beautiful Inciddhr,

Innd ) Chroniele gives the following snee-
dote:

A good whils dgo a boy named Charlie |
had a large dog which was very fond of |

lived. One day the thought strnck him
that it would be fine fun tg make the dog
carry him scross the river, 8o he tied a|
siring to the dog's collar, and ran down |
with him to the water's edge, where he |
took off all his clothes; and then, holding |
{ hard by the dog's neck and the bitof string, !
[he went into the water, and the dog pulled 1
{lhim neross  Aller playing about on the |
other side for some time, they relurned in
the way they had eome; but when Charlie
i looked for his clothes, he conld find noth-
riug but his shoes! The wind had blown
'nll the rest into the water. The dog saw
!wlmr. had 'happened, and making bLis little
| master let go the string, by making believe
to bite him, he dasbied into the rwwer, and
brought out first his cont, and then all the
resl in suceession. Charlie dressed, and
| went home in his wet elothes, and told his
mother what fun he and the dog had had.
His mother told him that ‘he did very
wrong in going across the river as he had
done, and that he should thank God for
making the dog take him overand backa-|
gain safely; for ifthe dog had made him let |
o in the river hs wonld most likely have |
stink, and been erowned.  Little Charlic |
“suid, *Shitll T thank God now, mamma?” |
and ho kneelad down at his mother's knee |
and thanked God; the tting up agnin, '
he threw  his arm ar his dog's neok, |
saying, "I thank you too, dear doggie, for %
not lstting go."  Little Charlio is now Ad- |
miral Sir Charles Napier,

et—s I

:a‘"?hy ne¢essity is  greater than

when mortilly wounded and faint with the
loss of blood, 6 the pook eoldier who he |
was carried by, taking the untasted eup |

magnanimity—end  sath undoubtedly it|
was. A paralle] instance mity be found in |
one of the vistims of thelata railrosd: dist |
aster in Canadn, as reldted by Mr. Meagh+

{

sion. On procuring a lamp, it was found
that be had both thighs and arms broken, |

ful blade of Damascus. e is van-
fity, its end to m groat by
making others It is a weapon

from his own lips and prasenting it (o him, | length truth is covered up and lost under
has ofton been €dited at as an act of great | nn ncoumulation of fiction.

Eou will soon pereeivegthat no time is s0 |
adl

others precisely the same folliesand  vioos
in whieh he bimself habitually indulges.—
Those whe study theirown charaeters with
most care, aud who best underitand them-
selves, areapt to say least of the charae- |
ters of their neighbors; they find too much |
to do within themselves in curing their |
own defeets, to have time or inclination to !
sit in_judglwnt upon the defects of others. |

I is impossible to iadulge babiually il
this vive without weskening the powess of
the intellent.

B . SRR S

The heart never suffers - | better, and as a time and-labor savin
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‘ Mome nnd Women.
| Our homes—what are their corner-stoned
{but the virtue of women, aid o w duue

soeial well-béing rost, bat op  our ?
[ Must we not trace sl other blﬂ'tingl' of

Aeivilized life to the doors of olip private

[dwgllings? Are not our hearth-stones
guarded by holy forms of conjugal, filial;
(nud  parental Jove, the cotner-stones of
CLurch and Baté—more than ei
[ther, more necessary than both? Let our
{bemples crumble, ot our publie edifices and
|m:r linlls of justice be leveled with the dust:
but spare our homes! Lt b6 socialist in-
vade them with his wild plans of tommu-
nity. Man did not invent, sud he cafibot
improve or abrogale them. A private shel.
ter to cover in two bhenrts dearer 1o ench
ofher than all the world; bigh walls toex
|clade tho profane eyes of evory lilktmi be:
ing; seclusion enough for childron to feel
{ that motber is n lmﬁr and peculinr name—
{this is home; and here is the birth-plapé of
every sceret thought. Hers the Church
‘nnd State mast  come for their origin and
support.  Oh! ¥pare out homes! The love
wa experience thete givts tis olir flth i
an infinita goodness; the purity of disinter.
vetadniess of home is our foretaste and ouy
earnest of a Ill'fl!d' world. lﬂ fehti-ﬂtll
there established and fostered, do we fiod
through life the chicl solace mnd joy of ex-
istenee,  Whal friends deserve the name,

Thus, the | soulof gosiip is n contewnptible vanity that | compared with thoss  whom a birthright
whole of an vgg is made of six eloments; u | imagines itself, or ot least would hase oth- (givesus?  One mother is worih a thousand
flint stone of only two: a pieco uf woud con- | ers imagine it, superior toall that it finds of | fiiends; one sisler trucr Uin twonty inti-
siats of three cloments.  These thiroe mate- |avil and absurdity in the ebaractor of those | mate campanions.  We who have played

on the rptiue hearth, nnder the IigM of the
same smile, who dute  back to  the same
scane and senvion of irfiocence and bope,in
wlhot veing runs the same  blood, do we
noliind that years only make more sacred
and mora important the te that binds?—
Calilness may spring up; distance sepn.
ra‘e; diffiren spheres may divide;but thosa
who can love anything, who continge lo
love at all, niust find ihat the friends whom
God himslf give are  wholly unlike any
we ean chouse for ourselves, and that thé
}'aarning for these is the strong spark in
our expiring affection,

e .

Why don't He do 103
When the Farmer knows, that n gate is
fix-

lone from the indulgonce of any wrong pas- | tore, cheaper than a set of bars and posts

A coﬂ-ggpﬂ“dant of the Preston (Eus. {sipns, The imellect and the affections cv- and withcut cnllilsg on i Glr[h.'l'lt&l' he can

or sink ns well as rise togethers Where | himsell muke one, Why don't ke do ir?

the lova of gossi

abit, the mind loses ite puwer of sccurate-
l{ appreciating the valas of characier—of
distinguishing truly between the good and

dence canbe

bevomes a confirméd |
| gates and barn doors than & stone rolled a-

Whan he has no dther fastenibgs to his

(gninst them and in & single evening after
supper is able o make abetter one, Why

the water, andinlhot weather he uscdto|bad. 'The power of discrimination is | dun't ke do it?
swim across the river near which the boy | weakened and impared, so that no confi- |
edin the opinions of the [rom his barnsand out buildings, and like

Orwhen he sees the bdards dropping

mind inrelation to character or life. ln‘hﬁ\p‘l of rubbish lying in piles about hid

addition to this, we must bear in mindthat

premisesand need only naling on againg

all the mental power wo bestow in eriticis- | Whydun't ke do ir?

ing and ridiculing oar fellow-bemgsis |
mgmnch ln'.'enqum our mental ulgt:cui:l:f
which we might have applied to some use-
ful, intellectual exercise. Thae strengih of
the mindisno more indefinite than that
of the body, "We have but a eertain lim-
ited amount; and all that we apply to idle
or bad purposes is just so much abstrittted
from the good and the useful,

Sarcasm isa weapon we are almost surc
to find constantly used by the gassip; and
whether it be shown in the coarse ridicule
of the vulgar, or the keen satire of the re-
fined, it springs ever from the same source,
and is dirceted to the same ond; as  surel
as the clumsy war-club of savage lands
was iuvented from the samo impalse and
wrought with the same in the grace-

that, howover skillfull , alwa
cuts both ways, woundin more dcep)l:
the hard that graspsit than the vietim it
strikes.  Of ul] the powers of wit, sarcas
isthe lowest. There ia nothing eas
than ridicule; nothing requiring a w
head, or a colder heart.

“Thae sinoere lover of trnth will never be

Or if be is afraid of the expanse of nailé
‘and is always crying op the maxim of Dr:
Franklin;to “‘save the penee and the pounds
will tako care of themselves,”nhd he knows
that the same Dr. Franklinalso said that
‘‘many men are penny wise and d
fodllsh,'t snd he is nof careful to think of

thie fredept contained in the latter, Wiy
don’t he do it?

Ifit is sdving of nearly half the manure
of a farmer’s stook by keeping them shut
:E in yards, instead of rinning dt la
rough most of the winter, vy don't he
do it? y
If he knows that manyof his fields would
be greatly improved by ditching, and by
the removal of large stumps and stones;

Why don't ke do it?
And when he knows that his urea
would yield nearly doubls the feed, and of

a better quality, il tlid bushes Were all cut
and subdued, Whydon'the do it?
And if he can add fifty per cent i the
roduct of his l:lorer-mda; aid avert
is pastares, by the use of gvpsam, Wiy
't he do i2 .
a farmer of fifty aereshas (ashe should
use for n gool eorn-shellet dhd one

pf S many improved fanning mills, dnd

found Labitually indulging either in gossi he
| or sareasm; for those who are nlldiflzs lg he

those vioes never tell a story simply s they

i | heard it, never relate n fact simply as it | d
mine."” This saying of the gallant Sir | happened. A litle is added hero'or left stove instead of an open feeplace, Wiy
Philip Sydney, ‘on_ tho field of Zutphen, | out thero to give the story & more cntor: | don't hedo it?

taining tirn or the satire 8 keener point.
As the habit grows strongtr, ihvontibn be-
comes more ready and  copious, till at

Good Advies to Renders.
f von measure the valug of study by the
insight you get into subjécts, notby the|
powerof saying you have read many books, |

y saved as that which is saved by gel- |
ting through a book in a burry. Forifto|

tho time you have given you ndda lidle

moie, the subject would have been fixed |

] I}dt already obtained both, Vay don'd
!

An ifil is cimnp'ci‘. achunlly cheaper td
burn dry wood than green, and to tise &

Mznror.—The fliit séblence of death thd
young soveroign, Quech Victoria, was re-
3uirodlosi . was that of 4 sbldier con-

emned to death for desértior. The Queen
read it and asked the minister who brovght
it to her: ~ *Have you sothing to sa¥ it be-
hall of this man?* ‘Nothing,' was the pe-
plj: he lits doserted thre times, but ssid
the veteran who pelates the anecdotd, see-
ing her Majesty's anxioty,I added, thougll
heis a very soldier, some wi 4
spoko of his chdraeter, aiid, for .nught I
know'to the eontrary hé may be a good man.
Oh! thank you for that a thoiisand tliies,

the latter abovo his ¢lbotws—his head alsn onyour mind, and the whols time profitn exclaimed tho Quigen, and hastily writing

appeared to bave been drendfully brai=ed,

bly employed; wheress, upon your P""»ﬁ-].PaMmed. on tha paper, she puiit doross
ent armngement, because you would not

If he has a lessan to lenrn, he does not | Upon' going to him when the morning
noglect it untl the hour of recitation has al- | broke, and offering to removo him to com-
most arrived, Ho has n season for play | fortablo situntion, be answered, “Never
and snofhier fof work, and does not allow | mind me—help those whe are living, for
tha one to interfers with the other. You|Iam donofor. Somewhat laler, upon
think he has n strange knack of doing |bringing bim a drink of water, lo asked |
things easily, and iyonder il he has not a
stronger mind diid body than other boys.
But bis secretis, order and systom, These
habits ure his “labor-saving machinery,"”
which enablo him to accomplish more
work than Lis follows, ia better, manner
and in less time, )
A very rich man, whp had been ghito
poor when s boy, was asked how he ac-
wirod his wealth: He mtlibd that his
zther mado him form the habit early io |
life, of doing evorythiog i itd tme; and it
was- to this habit he owed his sucooess.
—Well Spring,

more, 80 he might die quistly. *Never|

mind me—help these who arc living."”—

motion; even amid the cold-blooded selfish-
ness that so abounds? Buch inslsvices el-
avito us in the seale of oreation, and sheuld
not pass unnotised. - They show there'is|
goma portion of God's image left in  his|
creatutos—in s world where yeot *Man's
inhumanity to man makes countlass thou-
sands mbarn.”  Thatsame John Martin's
family, if wo anfortunate us to have left
any, should ot boforgotten among other
Lo | sutferers.—NC ¥, Thnes.

0, sig, how you paint your face! how : !

B An lrishivan who wns verf et

yoti flatter us poor mortals,-unto deatht— ! _ |
You never appear to the sinder in your sighted, aboutto’ fight aduel, ftisisted that |
he'should stitnd six pacts |

triie charatter; you make fair promised but 0 s nearer to his an-
you never fultill ohesyour bovigno is smooth - | tigonist then the 'other did to him, “dT
or thiifi oil, bt the poison ‘of usps is nnderithejr wore to'fireat the ‘same lime.  This |
your lips. ' ° e Heats Sheridmi’s telling of u fat - man- who
. I| was going to tijght « thinowe, that the M4t-

|you bave read enough o have sequired
Cif the most callous read this without o-| the habi¢ of reading without silfering your

o single objoet ik has in  viow. When

mind to wander, and when you ut; brln‘g
to bonr upon your subject agreat sharo
provious knowlodge, you may then read
with n rapidity; before that, as yotf have
taken the wrong road, the faster you pto-
ceod, tho goro you Will be sure to orri—
Syrlney Swith, 40 [0 4 s
“Why-'&:;n'l. yau whee] the barrel of
coals. Nod?2' quotha learucd vender of
bMek dinmonds to his man, “Itis nota
very hard job—there is an iclined plane to
“Em{"imn," replied Ned,” who had
moro relish for witthan work, *“"the plane
mary lie inclined, bidt g 'me if Inm ™

Not lo-t:_: sinoean Eastornman, while on
his way to Boston, wad.stopped . by a rob-
ber, and requested to hiand over his monay,

frenewing the &t

who approachied and whispered “God give appetite produces. I would rot raise a
youstrength, Elizaboth; Jet not temptation | hope in your bosomy which I could not
overcome you.'' Bhe could not speak,but | cherish; but rnow thank God, niy hope
a faint smils told him be was _inderstood. [and trast is in Him, Two years have
Wm, tursed from tho group that erowded | passed sinco that priceless book taught me

Mother," said & ﬁtthviby looking at his
rent making bread, ‘I8 it you they eall a
I::nkr!' ‘Sally, taka this boy out With you,

and bring mo some ehips.’

ter's slim fignre ought o be chalked on the | or have-his brains blown . out. *0, sud
other's portly person, and'if the buliét hit| the teavelpr, quictly, ~blow ‘away! Ii's
him outside the clinlk ling; it wasto go for | better to go to without brains than

the table, with her fair hand trembling with

givo a little more, you bawve lost all. De-  emotion:
sidles, this iroverlooked by rapid and 'su-
perfioial readors—that the best way efread-
g ::0&2 :;:21 m&g g &qm.r; :;:*_ | bting nothing fo his relief; it adds soreness
Mengher to turn him on hisside s Jittle ' tain, that porpetually conlines the mind to

23 Solfishriess Is poverty; it is the indst
tter destitution bf 4 human being. 1t dah

to his sgrrows; it shTs his it
aggravates dll the hosses be is o en-
dure, and when goaded tb extremes; ofien
tirtts destroyer and strikes its lust blow on
himself. 1t gives us nothing o test inde
fily to In trouble; ia turhs Sar affection on
ourselves, self on self, as the sap on '8 tree
descending out of sonson from its hesven-
word branches;, and mikitig not ouly its
life useless, but itd growth

Herman Hooker. i

—

£ 5ix things aro rdquisite, says Ham
ilton, to ereato s hnppme. -L'rvh’
must bo the grehitsot, and tidiness the up-

holsterer. It must be warmed by
tign, and industry muli be the ven
tiosphere #nd bri

frosb salubrity day by_dn.y.;'d ihﬂqm ,
n§ a prolecting  csno glory nothing.
wil? j:lﬂit'e exgepl. MM‘M]

A oo ﬁ.l.a‘h; y okligition;

t to speak ill, reaulves's
‘whiol Sosts ws nodhia

Lo the genarous '
is (hat of gratitnds, wh

nothing. without money." - |

power torepay it | -




